




T be Hiflorie of 

Hotf. My Liege, I did deny no prifoners, 

I remember when the fight was d one, 

W hen I was dric with rage and extreame toyle, 
^ r eathJes and faint, leaning vpon my fword, 

Came there a certaine Lord, neat and trimly dreft, 

Lrefh as a Bridgrocwne, and his chin new leapt, 

Shewd like a ftubbleland at harueft home ; 

He was perfumed like aMilliner, 

And twix his finger and his thum he Iielde, 

A pouncet boxe, which eucr and anon 
He gauehis nofe, and tcokt away againe. 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 

Tookt itinfnuffe,andftill hefmildeand talkte. 

And as the fouldiers bore dead bodies by, 
Hccaldethem vntaughtknaiies,vnmannerly, 

T o bring a flouenly vnhand-fome coarfe, 

Betwixt the wind and his nobility, 

With many holyday and lady tearmes* 

Hequeftioncd me : among the reft demanded. 

My prifoners in your Maiefties bchalfe. 

I then, all finarting with my wounds being cold, 

To be fo peftered with a Popingay, 

Outofmy griefe and my impatience, 

Anfwered neglcftingly, I know not what, 

He fhould, or he fhould not, for he made me mad. 

To fee him fliinc fo briske, and fmell fo fwcet, 

^ nd talke fo like a waiting gentlewoman, 

Of guns and d rums, and wounds, God faue the marke : 
And telling me, the foueraigneft thing on earth $ , 

Was Pamiacity for an inward brufe/ 

And that it was great pitty,fo it was, 

This villanous Saltpeter fhould be digd 
Out of the bowels of the harmclcs Earth $ 

W hich many a good tall fellow had deftroyd 
So cowardly : and but for thefc vile Guns, 

He would haue been himfelfe a Souldiour. 
i his bald vnioynted chat of his (my Lord) 

I anfwered indirftdv (as i fayd) 
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Henry the fourth. 

Andlbefccch you, let not this report 
Come currant for an accufation. 

Betwixt my loue, and your high Maiefty. 

Blunt. The circumftanceconfidcred,good my Lord 
What cr’e Harrie Piercie then had faid 
To fuch a perfon, and in fuch a place. 

At fuch a time, with all the reft retold. 

May refonablie die, and neuer rife, 

To doe him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he faid, fo he vnfay it now. 

King. Why yet he doth deny his prifoners. 

But with prouifo and exception, 

That we at our o wnc charge-ihall ranfomc ftraight 
His brother in law, the folifh Mortimer, 

Who in my foulc hath wilfully betraide. 

The lines ofthofe, that he did lead to fight, 

Againft the great Magitian, damned Cjlendotver, 

Whofe daughter as we hearc, the Earle of March, 

Hathlately married ?£hallour coffers then. 

Be emptied to redeeme a traitor home? 

Shall we huytreafon ? and indent with feares. 

When they haue loft and forfeited themfelues. 

No, on the barren mountaine let him fteruc. 

For I ffoall neuer hold that man my friend, 

Whofe tongue fhall askc me for one penny coft, 

T o ranfome home reuol ted Mortimer. 

Hot . Reuol ted Mortimer ? 

He neuer did fall off, my Soaeraigne Liege, 

But by the chance of warre 5 to proue that true. 

Needs no morebut one tongue: for all thofe wounds, 

Thofemouthcd woundes which valianly he tooke 

When on the gentle Seuems fiedgie bankc 
In Angle oppofition hand to hand. 

He did confound the beft part of an houre 
In changing hardiraent with great Glendower, 

Three times they breatlfd, and three times did they drinke, 
Vpon agreement offwift Seuems floii'd 
Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes, 
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